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Kumar spoke venomously to me one day without
reason; 1 was deeply hurt.
"Your head is swelling to the bursting point!" I added
a warning \\hose truth I felt intuitively: "Unless you
mend your ways, someday you will be asked to leave
this ashram."
Laughing sarcastically, Kumar repeated my remark to
our guru, who had just entered the room. Fully expecting
to be scolded, I retired meekly to a corner.
"Maybe Mukunda is right." Master's reply to the boy
came with unusual coldness.
A year later, Kumar set out for a visit to his childhood
home. He ignored the quiet disapproval of Sri Yuktes-
war, who never authoritatively controlled his disciples'
movements. On the boy's return to Serampore in a few
months, a change was unpleasantly apparent. Gone was
the stately Kumar with serenely glowing face; only an
undistinguished peasant stood before 'us, one who had
lately acquired a number of evil habits.
Master summoned me and brokenheartedly discussed
the*fact that the boy was now unsuited to the monastic
hermitage life.
"Mukunda, I will leave it to you to instruct Kumar to
leave the ashram tomorrow; I can't do it!" Tears stood
in Sri Yukteswar's eyes, but he controlled himself quick-
ly. "The boy would never have fallen to these depths had
he listened to me and not gone away to mix with undesir-
able companions. He has rejected my protection; the
callous world must be his guru still."
Kumar's departure brought me no elation; sadly I won-
dered how one with the power to win a master's love
could readily respond to worldly allures. Enjoyments of
wine and sex are rooted in the natural man; to appre-
ciate them one requires no delicacy of perception. Sense
wiles are comparable to che evergreen oleander, fragrant
with its rosy-coloured flowers: eyery part of the plant is
poisonous.* The land of healing lies within, radiant with
* "Man in his waking state puts forth innumerable efforts for
experiencing sensual pleasures; when the entire group of sensory
organs is fatigued, he forgets even the pleasure on hand and
goes to sleep in order to enjoy rest in the soul, his own nature,"